



TheTragedteof 

Yedd Ringing nettles to mine enemies ; 

And when they from my bofomc pluck e a flower. 

Guard it fpray thee with a lurking Adder, 
Whofodoubletonguemay withiamortall touch, 

Throw death vpon tby Soueraignes enemies : 
Mockenot myfenflelfeconiuration Lords ; 

This earth {ball hauea feeling, and thefe (tones 
Propuearmed Souldiers ere her natiue King 
Shall falter vnder foule rebellious armes. 

Carl. Feare not my. Lord, that power that madeyou king 
Hath power to keepe you King in fpite of all; 

The meanesthat hcauensyeeld mud be imbrae’e 
And not neglefted. Elfehcauen would, 

And we would not; 1 beau ensotfer, we refuie 
The pooffered meanes of fuccours and redrelle. 

Aum. He meanes, my Lord, that we are too remiffe, 
Whilft Bulhngbrooke y through ©urfecilritie, 

Grewes flrongand great in iub (lance andin power. 

King. Difcomfortable Coofin, knowft thou not. 
That when the fearching eic of hcauen is hid 
Behind the globe that lights thelower world. 

Then theeues and robbers range abroadevnlcene, 

In murtheps,and in outrage bloodie hecre. 

But when from vnder his terreftriall ball. 

He fires the proud tops ofthe eafterne pines, 

And darts his light through euery guilty hole ; 

Then murders, trealons, and detelled iinnes, 
Thecloakcof night being pluckt from off their backes, 
Stand bare and naked trembling at themfelues : 

So when thisthiefe, this traitour Bullrngbrookr-, 

Who all this while hath reucld in the night, 

Whilft we were wandring with the Antipodes, 

Shall fee vs riling in our throne the Hail, 

His treafons will lit blulhingin his face, 

Notablero endurethc fight of day. 

But felfe affrighted, trembled ar his finne, 

Not all the Water in the > ough rude Sea, 

Can wall) the balme ott from an anneynted King. 
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Bichard the Second. 

, . r * ftt h of worldly men can cannot depoft 
^Inutv eleded by the Lord, 

Seue P ry man that Bulhngbreoke hath preft 
Tnliftlhrewd ftecleagaintt ourgolden Crowne, 

Godf°r hi s Richard hath in heauenly pay, 

ttke men mull fall, for heauen ftill guards the right. 
vv Enter Salijb. 

vm Welcome my Lordihow farre offlies your power? 
uhib Nor neerc, nor farthar off, my gracious Lord : 
Than this weakearme; difeomfort guides my tongue. 

And bids mefpeake of nothing but Defpaire, 

Oneday too late,l feare, my noble Lord 
Hath clouded all thy happy daies on earth, 

0 callbacke yefterday , bid Time returne, 

And thou lhalthauetwcluethouland fighting men: 

Today, today, vnhappy day, too late, 

Ouerthrowesthy ioyes,triends, fortune, and thy Itate : 

For all the Welchmen hearing thou wert dead, 

Are gone to Bn/lingbrooke^diCpcrOc, and fled. (pale? 

Aum. Comfort, my Liege, why lookes your Gracefo 
King. But now the blood of twenty thoufand men 
Did triumph in my face, and they are fled : 

And till fo much blood thither come againe, 

Haue I not realon to looke pale and dead ? 

All foules that will be fafe, flie from my (ide, 

ForTime hath fet a blot vpon my pride. 

Aum. Comfort, my Liege, remember who you are. 
Kmg. I had forgot my felfe, Am I not King ? 

Awake thou coward, Maicftie thou fleepeft, 

Is not the Kings name twenty thoufand names ? 

Arme, arme,my name a puny fubied ftrikes * 

Atthy great glory,looke notto the ground, 
Ycefauouritesof aKing, are wc not high? 

High be our thoughts, I know my Vnckle Ycrke (here? 
Hath power enough to ferue our turne : but who comes 
Enter Scroope. 

Scrsope. More health and happinelfe betide my Liege, 

F Then 
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